still less with those who, true to the temper of our
age, would prefer Jean Cocteau or S. J. Perse, I will
withdraw the adjective and content myself with
claiming that he was a very great French poet. But
even here I am not on uncontested ground* Blanche-
main tells us that Malherbe left a mutilated copy of
Ronsard on his desk and was asked by Racan whether
he was prepared to pass the remainder. ' No ',
replied that worthy, and his Jeffries-like example was
followed by Despreaux, and for two centuries Ron-
sard was forgotten. He was rediscovered in the
reign of Louis XIV only to be unfavourably com-
pared with Boileau, as to-day we might (and do)
prefer Pope to Donne and MarvelL The plain and
shameful truth about the neglect of this greatness is
furnished in the cold and precise accent of M. Paul
Laumonier thus: ' Les oeuvres de Ronsard n'ont
ete publics en Edition collective que deux fois depuis
1630: par Prosper Blanchemain . * . de 1857-1867
et par Marty-Lavaux . . . 1887 k 1893 \ Well,
without being unduly self-congratulatory, we can
say that we have done better by Shakespeare than
that.
Nevertheless I am bound to ask myself whether
there could have been any justification for this
secular oblivion. Was it that the French, intoxicated
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